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~DITOR'S NOT~ 
Many saw the John Carroll University Evening College 
Players' recent production, The funeral Pyre, and are 
aware that the subsequent discussions did not completely 
resolve their questions. For those, and for all, Hill and 
Wang, Inc., has graciously given the Quarterly permission 
to reprint the playwright's own comments on his drama 
under the title of "The Drama of the Soul in Exile." Gabriel 
Marcel is internationally known for his activities in the 
theatre, and is perhaps today's leading exponent of Chris-
tian Existentialism. 
We have tried to assemble a heterogeneous group of 
articles, short stories and poetry in our spring issue, and, 
if disagreement or praise is forthcoming, we have added 
a "Readership Survey" page at the end of this Quarterly 
for your convenience in indicating your feelings; please 
observe the instructions on that page. 
D. L. 
The Drama of the Soul 
• 1n 
by Gabriel Marcel 
A lecture given in July, 7 950, by Gabriel Marcel at the Insti-
tute Francais in London. The translation is by Rosalind Heywood. 
N EVER more than today have I felt the risk run by an 
author '"hen he tries to pre ent his own work to the pub-
lic. To begin with, it is scarcely possible for him to be impar-
tial, as objectively impersonal about it, as about the work of 
another man; and yet to give the slightest impression of cry-
ing his own wares would be ridiculous. But there is also 
another and far deeper contradiction inherent in the inti-
macy of a writer's relation to hi~ own work. I am quite pre-
pared to say that this is always either too close to him or too 
distant : too clos~ if he has not yet detached him. e lf from it, 
if he is still partially involved in the inner struggle of which 
it is the painfully won fruit; too di tant if he feels that he has 
passed beyond it and left it behind. The relation of a father to 
his child is not more precarious or unstable .... 
I have lately been reading some profound comments by 
t hat great dramatist Gerhart Hauptmann, which could well 
be used as a heading to these few remarks on my own work. 
"Drama," he says, "is one of the many attempts made by the 
human mind to create a cosmos from chaos, attempts which 
begin in early childhood and continue throughout life. From 
year to year the mental s tage grows larger and more actors 
join the company, so that soon· its director, the intellect, can 
*The selections from "The Drama of the Soul in Exile" are re-
printed from 1'h1·ee Plays by Gabriel Marcel with permis ion of the 
publisher, Hil1 and Wang, Incorporated. 
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no longer sun·e~· them all at once, for their number$ ha\· be-
come infinite .... To a child, the fir t actors in this univer al 
theatre, which is at the same time so great and . o small, are 
his mother ancl father, his brothers, isters and relatives and 
all the other people surrounding him in the exterior world. To 
begin with, he imitates his mother and father and the mem-
bers of hi own family, and th n, gradually, his instinct of 
imitation finds mor e and mor~ scope. In this way he found. 
and builds his own dramatic univer e." "The origin of drama," 
Hauptmann says aga in, "is the self di\·iding itself into two, 
three, four and so on ... " And I cannot resi. t one more quo-
tation of what is to me his most profound r mark. "We mu:;t 
distinguish," he says, "l;etwe n thought in the proce s of heing 
thought, and thought wh ich has been thoug ht al r eady. It is 
the first of these which must express itself, thought at th 
very moment of birth, before the umbilical cord is broken. It 
is perhaps like th thought of a man born blind, when his yes 
are opened to the light for the fir t time." 
This observation, which any dramati t worthy of the 
name will endorse, is eno ugh in itself to dispo e of that type 
of philosophical elrama whose champion I, by some woeful 
misconception, have at times been taken to be, whereas in 
fact I have always been its most determined opponent. 
Ever since I can remem ber I hav felt the urge to ex-
press myself in dramatic form, but I cannot easily translate 
into words the profound necessity beh ind this instinct. Yet 
it is clear to me that it was a vitai one, resu lt ing from my com-
paratively solitary existence as an only child. Looking back, J 
can sti ll see myself peopling many a dreary walk in the 
Plaine 111 oncea11 with imagi nar}· brothers and sisters with 
whom I co uld have long conversations, and here we have a 
pe1·fec:t example of that clivi. ibility of the se lf of \vhich Haupt-
mann peaks. 
So then we can ay, that in the beginning the theatre 
was for me a means of peopling an inner emptines · with ::t 
host of presence . Of cour e my earl y characters wer ba eel 
on those in plays I had heard or read. Like nearly everyone 
else, my first desire '"as to write tragedy. and after that ro-
mantic elrama, and then I passed on to Ib enian drama and 
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td the French drama of the end of the XIXth century. As I 
see it now, this evolution seems like a kind of accommodation, 
in the optical sense of the wor 1. I mean that I seem to have 
made a persi tent and coherent effort to place my characters 
where I could grasp them not only most directly, but a lso and 
especially from within, though, of course, by doing thi I 
inevitably i ncurrecl the reproaches of those in who,·e opinion 
elrama should always seek to escape from realism into a poetic 
and stylised world. But the real reason why I have al\\'ays 
taken uch pains to make my character as like as pos ible to 
ourselves, to make them live in t he same world and shar e the 
sam exper iences, i because l..ly so doing what may be called 
the metaphysical design became more clear to me, and be-
cause I felt that b~' substituting symbol or intellectual pup-
pets Ol ' even legendary figures for the creatures of flesh and 
blood whose fate I was trying to determine, I would weaken 
or betray that design . In this I could hardly be more unlike 
the classica l dr amatists, who have always felt compelled to 
place their t r agic action either in the eli tant past or in some 
remote pot, uch as the t urkey of B azajet. Indeed, I seem 
always and in every way to ha,·e needed the most immediate 
human realitie from which to leap towards the most distant 
horizon, towards what I am driven to describe by an obscure 
and much abused term, the tran cendental. . Tothing could be 
mor e misleading, in orne ways, than the images I ha,·e been 
forced to u e here. What I have called, a leap is more like a 
groping and anxious approach; and again, in the order of 
th ings we a re considering, the most distant is also and essen-
tially the nearest, a lthough this nearness is not that of object. 
wh ich we can stretch out our hands towards and grasp, pro-
vided we obey certain well-established rules. It can never be 
said too clearly that there exists 8l nea1· side to any pos ible 
action which is al o in a sense its [a1· side- though, of course, 
these figures of speech, which are meant to apply to a spatial 
world, are here quite inadequate. What I mean i t hat to the 
exten t that we have no perspective with regard to ourselves 
or our immediate companions, their ver y near ness becomes the 
equivalent of the most impa sable eli t ance. This we have all 
at t imes experienced with painful inten ity, and in it lies the 
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key to the somewhat disconcerting title I have given to these 
remarks on my plays. It was, in fact, only a few weeks ago, 
while eeking for some general yet reasonably accurate desig-
nation for my dramatic work, that it occurred to me to call it 
The Drama of the Soul in Exile. That thi title is open to 
serious misunderstanding I fully realize, for to Platonists 
throughout the age the soul in exile has always been the soul 
sunk, after some scarcely imaginable spiritual disaster, in the 
darknc s of the world of sense and aspiring to expand once 
more in some intelligible empyrean. It is more evident that 
thi theme- than which, perhaps, there is none less dramatic 
-is entirely absent from my work. For me, the soul in exile 
is the soul who has become a stranger to, itself, who can no 
longer understand itself, who has lost its way. But, of course, 
this general theme can take innumerable shapes. It is certainly 
true that most of my heroes are unaware of what they are 
and of their own worth, and that they could echo the wi h 
of Claude Lemoyne at the end of Un Hom me de Dieu- to be 
known as he really is; yet obviously this uncertainty about 
ourselve , however tragic, and however painful the light it 
thro>vs on our condition, could not in itself constitute the 
basic principle of drama. But we are not alone, and only too 
often our uncertainty takes the virulent form of misunder-
standing our own intentions and our own behavior to other 
peopl . Once this happens, our misunderstanding inevitably 
becomes contagious and tends to spread misery and bewilder-
ment. 
We find an example of this in LaChapelle Arclente (The 
Funeral Pyre), which is, I think, one of the most significant 
plays I have written, and which was a favourite with that 
great critic, Henry Bidou, whose premature death we so deeply 
deplore. 
The central theme here, as in nearly all my plays, is a 
living relationship seen at work in a particular situation. 
Aline Fortier is the wife of a colonel in the regular army, 
who retired shortly after the 1914-18 war. Her son, Raymond, 
whom she adored, was killed during a particularly dangerous 
reconnaissance, which he had asked to undertake while serv-
ing as a volunteer in his father's regiment. Aline has always 
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felt inwardly convinced that her husband i really re ponsi-
ble for the death of their son; did he not, by word and exam-
ple, awaken i~ the boy a patriotic fenour not quite natural 
to him? Left to himself, Raymond would never have thought 
of anticipating his call-up. So Aline has made a cult of the 
memory of her son and her grief has become inflexible. 
(Nothing, incidentally, could be less of a pose than this shrivel-
ling of the soul.) Aline is pa,sionately sincere, but all the 
same everything happens as if she is making it a point of 
honour to sufier a. much as possible, and as if she feels a 
kind of contempt for those \vho react against their sorrow and 
try to live it down. In her eyes a genuine sorrow will never 
allow itself to be overcome, and, as a result, her scale of val-
ues gradually becomes different from that of ordinary people. 
Her son, Raymond, was engaged to an orphan, Mireille Pra-
do!, who now lives with the Fortiers. A special link has grown 
up between her and Aline, who in normal circumstance would 
have been her mother-in-law, and Aline sincerely believes that 
he. has transferred to the girl something of the love which 
she felt for her own son. The truth is probably far more com-
plex. It is doubtful whether Alin really loves lVIireille for her-
self; she loves her only to the extent that Mireille remains 
faithful to her lost fiance, perhaps because he has an obscure 
feeling that this fidelity in some sense enables him to survive. 
He is, she thinks, in a way immortalized by the great love he 
has in pired. Mireille's feeling for Aline is almost impossible 
to define; it is a kind of admiration mingled with fear. So 
fascinated is she by the whole-heartedne s of Aline's grief 
that she regards her as a model to be copied, a fact which can 
only be explained by Aline's very powerful influence over her, 
which is all the stronger because she is o alone in the world . 
But lVIireille does not identify herself with that part of her-
self which tries to model itself on Aline. She is young, with 
her "·hole life still to live, whereas for Aline everything is 
already in the past. So there comes bebveen the two women a 
basic asymmetry, which for different reasons they try to hide 
from each other. 
How will this sit uation evolve? An attractive and \Yealthy 
young man, Robert Chanteuil, has come to live near the For-
nine 
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tiers' country house . We shall not see him, for his personal 
characteristics do not affect the situation. From the point of 
view of the drama, the reaction. cau ed by his pre ence in 
the bYo women and in Colonel Fortier are what matter. Aline, 
by a kind of infallible instinct, realizes at once that he i a 
danger. She reasons, though this is Yeiled to her consciou. 
mind, that if l\1ireille marries Chanteuil, \vhom :he would be 
quite ready to lO\'C if she \\·ere- if she could be - left to her 
O\\'n devices, it would be for Aline as if Raymond had died a 
second time. But obviously Aline would never consciously 
dream of pre,·enting the marriage or of coercing l\Iireille in 
any way, and be~ides, her real desire is fo r l\iireille to refuse 
to marry Chanteuil of her own accord. She must therefore 
find Mireille herself an ally against the incipient love which 
threatens to throw the girl into the arms of this dangerously 
a live newcomer. Her pr oblem, therefore, is to find, or more 
precisely to stir up, in Mireille herself an accomplice against 
this new-born secret Mireille, who is hoping perhaps to rebuild 
her life. Only, of course, since Aline can never visualise the 
situation so frankly, she must persuade herself that the new 
Mireille does not really exist, or in other words that the whole 
danger she i trying to avert is itself non-existent. (One could 
not, may I say in passing, find a more vivid illustration of that 
bad faith of which Jean-Paul Sartre has just given us an in-
comparable analysis in his book, L'Etre elle Neant.) 
This situation mu t inevitably deteriorate, for two rea-
sons. To begin with, the instincti' e attitude of Octave, Aline's 
husband, is diametrically opposed to her own. True, he is still 
profoundly unhappy owing to the death of his son, but some-
thing in him rises up against Aline's grief, which apear to 
him morbid and even sacrilegious. Is it only his feelings a a 
patriotic officer which revolt against a sorrow so unba lanced, 
so little sublimated by pride? No, there is more than this : his 
wife's grief is like an accusation aimed at hint ; her whol e 
attitude seems to proclaim his responsibility for Raymond's 
death. Is he not involved to the limit in that infernal game of 
war and patriotism, which crushes personal feelings and tears 
apa1 t personal ties, destroying everything that for an emo-
tiona l being gives it meaning to life? To the extent that Aline 
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has :\1ireille in tow, she treats her as an ally again. t OctaYe. 
This distresses him, but it also arous s a combative mood and 
a desire to challenge his wife's influence O\'Cr the girl, whom 
he feel · to be weak and likely to give in to her. So ~Iireille 
becomes the stake in a kind of internecine war between hus-
band and wife, which i. made even more bitter by an unfore-
seen incident. 
The Fortiers have a nephew, Andre Verclet, an invalid 
"ith a weak heart, who clicl not sen ·e in the ·war. He was Ray-
monel's friend and admired him very much. Aline has so far 
shown him no more than a somewhat contemptuous pity, but 
1:ow she ancl her hu. band learn, first that t he doctors say he 
cannot live long, and immed iately afterwards that he is in loYe 
with ::\Ii r eille. 
Their r eactions arc in line with their inner inclinat ions 
ancl a re therefore contradictory. Octave is indignant : how dare 
this miserable wreck aspire to the hand of a healthy g irl like 
Mireille? Andre does not know, it is true, that he is incurable, 
but h must be left no illusion. as to hi chances with the girl. 
Aline';-; r eaction i. tota lly different. Sh has ucceedcd in per-
suading herself that Mireille is no longer capable of experienc-
ing real love, and can no longer aspire to anything but a life 
of s If-sacrifice. She is, of course, lying to herself, since in real-
ity she is afraid of Mireille's feelings for Chanteuil, obscure 
though they still are. For, I must repeat, Aline in her heart of 
hearts doe not want Mireille to rebuild a normal life fo1· her-
self, although a real censorship, in the Freudian sen e, pre-
,·ents her being conscious of th is. So she s ubstitutes for the 
affirmation she cannot face: "I do not want Mireille to remake 
her life," another, which is inoffensive: "I know that ::\Iircille 
herself does not want to remake her life, because she has told 
me so ." Gradually the help she needs from Mireille becomes 
clear; she must activate in the gir l the capacity for voluntary 
self-sacrifice, which, even if latent, really does exist, but which 
is being opposed by her natural instincts. This, then, must be 
stifled. It is indeed, a kind of spiritual infanticide of which 
Aline is guilty, but her gravest sin is her refu alto face the fact . 
The conclusion of this play does not seem to me always to 
ha ve been well understood, at least when performed. Mireille 
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marries Andre and watches over his health, which doe. not 
seem to be getting any worse. They do not know real happi-
ness, but only a pale reflection of it, behind which lurks a 
grim misunderstanding, since Andre has no idea of the cir-
cumstances which brought about his marriage. But Aline, who 
is not in reality a hard woman, but only a creature tense and 
highly-strung and, as it were, predestined to sorrow, is pain-
fu lly o\·er-anx ious about them. Perhaps she is dimly conscious 
of her O\Yn r esponsibility and afraid that events will prove 
her \Hong, for she constantly expresses almost tactles wishes 
for their happiness. She is now separated from her husband, 
and Andre, who feels her to be an ally, would like to persuade 
her to come and live with him and :\Iireille. But by some indis-
cr et remarks and particularly by her exc ssive clistre. s on 
hearing that Mireille has had a miscarriage, she ruins the 
precarious equilibrium of their marriage. For Andre now 
glimpses the truth and gues es that lVIi r eille was in love ·with 
Chanteuil, of whose death in a motor accident Aline tells them 
\vith too-obvious precautions; and l\Iireille, who, freed by an 
independent life from Aline'. domination, is now capable of 
judging her, cries out hysterically how much she hates her . 
Aline flies- but in her flight she renews h r power, for both 
Andre ancl Mireille fear that she may take her own life. That 
\Youlcl of all things be mo t terrible, for Aline, dead, would 
be invincible. She must live, and, as the pla~· ends, they cal l 
her back. Doubtless she w ill agree to come and live v:ith them, 
and thi: , her final victory, will masquerade as a concession. 
What I wanted to bring out in thi Ia tact is the kind of 
fatality which a human being can carry in himself and co~1-
stantly discharge upon others, even when his intentions are 
abo\·e reproach. We are infinitely more than we are aware of 
wishing to be and ometimes, strange to say, the apparently 
mo. t conscious and clear-headed are, in fact, most ignorant 
of their inner selves. 
A little study of this play may help to define certain char-
acteristics of my work. To begin with, in what sens is it a 
tragedy? Mirei lle, being a victim, will inevitably arouse sym-
pathy, but if the play is r eally under tood, this sympathy must 
be reflected on to Aline. For the damage she does is done in 
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spite of her. elf and mainly becau e she cannot see her elf a 
she really is. It is no doubt easy to say that her blindne s is 
voluntary, but experience hows how hard it is to draw the line 
between voluntary blindness and just blindne s . Now in a work 
like La Chapelle Anlente, the inner vision lacked by the char-
acters is, as it were, transferred to the audience, in the same 
way that objects are sometimes illuminated by a ray of light 
coming from beyond an obscure and non-reflecting area. Tragic 
pity then, as I see it, differs essentially from the pity aroused 
in us by the misfortunes of others in real life, for it springs 
from a profound understanding, , uch as a higher being might 
feel for humanity. And the function of the dramatist, as I con-
ceive it, is to lead the spectator to the focal point in himself 
where hi. thought can proliferate, not on the abstract level, 
but on the level of action, and enfold all the charact rs of a 
play without any decrease in their reality or in their irreduci-
bl individuality. 
This individuality, on the contrary, is more evident the 
more the interlinking relationships by which the characters 
themselves tend to become enslaved are understood from with-
in. But magic and magic alone can lead the spectator to this 
vital focal point in himself, which is not merely an ideal obser-
vation post but a concentration of his whole being. Indeed, 
the very idea of elrama from ·which magic has been excluded 
is self-contradictory and absurd. But what is the essence of 
this magic? I think we have gone badly astray in imagining it 
to lie mainly in the exterior, 1 mean in the extra-human ele-
ment, in the visual and auditory background. In reality, their 
importance, when not counterbalanced by an interpretation so 
perfect as to be truly an incarnation of thought, may become 
the worst of betrayals, for it may drown the elrama in pure 
spectacle. The converse does not hold, for the two factors are 
in no way equivalent. In the theatre then, effective magic can 
reach us only through the interpreters, and i induced by the 
manner in which they make their presence felt in the consci-
ousness of the spectators, felt more authentically even than 
that of our daily flesh-and-blood companions. This is not to 
deny, of course, our direct apprehension of those companions, 
or even of casual passers-by, as creatures at once infinitely r eal 
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and infmitely mysterious. Indeed, this impact, it seems to me, 
made unwittingly by strangers upon the consciousness of the 
dramatist is the real seed of dramatic work; work which ap-
peals, from this point of view,. like the return of something 
lent him to be transmuted, or, if you will, like an outbreath-
ing in \vhich the vital, having been <.:ommuted into spiritual, 
again becomes vital, with the spiritualised vitality of dra-
matic creation .... 
In my later play , ... the basic theme ... is the uffering 
of the contemporary world. Yet they are in no way work for 
a ·o<.:ial theatre, as it was conceived at the end of the nineteenth 
c:entLn y by naturalistic \\Tite1 s such as Brieux or e\·en Ger-
hanlt Hauptmann, for this problem lies in the inner world of 
the human soul. Even the word problem is hardly the right one 
here, for \\'here there cannot be a solution there cannot, in 
exact parlance, be a problem. In any case no solution is ever 
more than a procedure invented by the human spirit to cope 
,,·ith a particular difficulty; but here we are beyond all tech-
nic u2 and faced with an e\·er-deepening chasm which man, 
left solely to hi own resources, is not only incapable of cross-
ing but even of measuring. 
\Vhat, in such a situation, is the function of the drama-
t ist? IL is certainly not to mount into a pulpit; indeed, each 
tin~e he tries to preach he betrays his mission. His task is 
r<.t:wr to place himself at the very heart of human reality, in 
all of its poignancy and intimacy. He must, it seems to me, 
link himself magnetically to the btrands of our most secret 
< gonies and our most secret hopes; and the accent with which 
he e. presses his feelings we hardly dare admit even to our-
seh·es, must be strong enough and magical enough to trans-
figure our interior landscape and illuminate it in a flash with 
a light that seems to come f rom beyond .... But considera-
tion of my plays in the light of such an aim makes it clear 
why it is im·ariably their last acts which are truly decisive; 
\vhy the very existence of the work and its effect upon t he 
pectator is determined in and by the last act. I am profoundly 
convinced that a play which weakens at the end condemns 
itself to non-existence instead of fu lfillment . .. . 
I do not know whether I hall write any more fo r the 
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theatre; but it seems to me today- and it is on this note that 
I should like to close- that the key-note of my dramatic work 
is ethical rather than religious . In the end it is "goodwill" in 
the Gospel rather than the Kantian sense which is held up for 
admiration; the will to remain faithful to an interior light, 
which is too often intercepted by a coalition of powerful forces 
born of our own vanity . 
The Seraglio 
" A Niobean tear 
Drops upon the 
Desert sand 
As I see th ei r shadows, 
Cast upon the tent, 
Kiss and em brace." 
- L. v. 
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A Pastel Haven 
Man's pastel retreat, his shield from brilliant red's teeth, 
His cave from yesing yellow's suck and black's de pression, 
Lies in his haven of pastel love which is a heath 
From savage color's piercing attack on his sensation. 
Like a man with brain nerves bare in a winter's wind, 
The shrieking colors of life upon man's soul descend. 
Blind, deafened and sickened; reeling to and fro we find 
Man impervious to thoug ht; his screaming senses rend 
His mind from his shell. Eyes hardboiled by sight, 
Touch yielding but disgust, and e ars doubled in agony; 
Man's search seemingly vain, for soft sound and light, 
Thirsts to cool his seared nerve ends in paste l lovingly. 
-Michael J. Brooks 
Prognostication 
There is a veil that shadows her holy hue. 
It's latticed with love- for whom, I' m not sure. 
But it will mature and happiness will be its purpose -
Devotion, its intention- honor, its pedestal. 
"Stand back," He whispers, "it stirs for a greater one." 
There will be peace, there will be calm, there will be light. 
I will guide her and she will follow- to the 
Depths of denial - to the kernel of creation. 
She will go that they may come and all wi ll be one. 
- Sebastian 
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On Bicycle Riding 
0 NE of the minor tragedies resulting from the populariza-
tion of the automobile has been the virtual cessation of 
bicycle riding either as a necessity or as a hobby. In any great 
change of cultural pattern of behavior there are a number of 
contributing factors which may be directly or indirectly traced 
to the introduction of something new as a replacement or as a 
supplement to something already firmly entrenched in the 
ociety. 
In the case of the automobile, its introduction and even-
tual incorporation into the society as the primary means of 
transportation rendered the bicycle a less convenient and 
desirable mode of transportation or recreation. Furthermore, 
it unwittingly created problems that discouraged even the 
most enthusiastic cyclist from continuing the custom. 
One of the many factors directly attributable to the auto 
is the problem of having to contend with traffic on the open 
road. The cyclist is ea ·y prey for the fast or careless driver. 
An indirect factor would be the rather unpleasant fact 
that everything seems to be against the pursuit of cycling as 
a hobby or as a conveyance. Nearly everyone (except chil-
dren who have no other choice except walking), unfortunate 
as it may be, drives. Realizing this often causes a person to 
feel somewhat of an "oddball' or at best a non-conformist 
while cycling. 
It is my firm desire that there will be legislation enacted 
to aid the cyclist, to protect his interests, and to encourage 
others to adopt it as a hobby. One good law might be the re-
quirement that a special lane be marked off on main highways 
exclusively for bicycle riders. 
To further encourage the prospective cyclist there are 
the words of the eminent heart specialist, Dr. Paul Dudley 
White, " . .. Bicycling is the best exercise for all-around phy-
sical well-being that anyone can hope to engage in ... " 
- John Kelley 
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Minuet 
The baton is raised 
And while bright chandeliers blaze, 
The slowly flowing, gently glowing 
Scene whirls around. 
The baton is raise d 
And while bright candles blaze, 
The slowly flowing, gently glowing 
Scene fills with sound . 
Up, up, up, cl imb the moving chords aright, 
Until it seems their trembling streams 
Must burst the bondage of the night. 
Up, up, up, climb the moving chords aright 
And every face, with pleasant grace 
Will cheer the hours of the night. 
Now hear the rings 
Of the glorious strings, 
Which play along a simple song, 
A peaceful trio quiet, strong. 
The violin sings 
Of the rapture in things, 
The happy heart which cannot part 
From joy that music may impart. 
And the poor cello sings 
Of the sadness in things, 
Of cloying sorrows which we borrow 
From our fears of dark tomorrow. 
Beneath, the bass 
With pensive pace, 
Takes no sides, but gently chides 
His friends for speaking foolish guides. 
Together come rings 
Of the glorious strings, 
Of chiding and sadness 
And heart bursting gladness; 
The violin rings 
With the ce llo that sings, 
While the bass grumbles low 
And the trio 's end brings. 
Th e baton is raise d 
And while bright chandeliers blaze, 
The slowly flowing, gently glowing 
Scene whirls around . 
The baton is raised 
And while bright candles blaze, 
The slow ly flowing, g e ntly glowing 
Scene fills with sound . 
- Thomas R. Andrews 
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A Walk 
the Night • 1n 
by Charles J. Acker 
S OW fell over Ohio that night. It had fallen over the 
rivers, over the roads, and O\'er the dreams of a warm 
spring Sunday. Ohio was like every other place in the world 
that year. The weather was different than it usually was, but 
the people were the same. They still threw their garbage into 
dented cans, and still read the ports page, turned their car 
radios to whate\'er station had music and spent every evening 
playing cards or bowling. 
The snow had left a slippery veil over the ground and the 
stars blinked in the eon distance away. The prodding steps of 
a slim thinker were all that broke the whiteness on the 
ground. In the cold evening many creatures ride, but this 
night one chose to walk. He was a young man as far as years 
went; but his shadowed face told that he was no youth. 
Thoughts came easy in such a time as he found his way 
through the night. There were thoughts too, that had to be 
kept away . . . thoughts of pl asant evenings in the company 
of perfume and sighs, thoughts of song and quotes in the red 
darkness of familiar haunts, thoughts of quietness in the 
circle of home . . . but these were to be held back that night. 
The silence of night was briefly shattered by the siren of 
rescue, but then once again all was wrapped in the solitude of 
darkened nothingness. 
Images passed before his eyes that night that told of 
anger, of hatred, of deepest despair. That wrath of an all lov-
ing patriarch who had been wronged. The images went into 
the distant past, reaching like the arm of a lover for his 
lost Lenore .. . days of school ended with a restful hour of 
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friendly understanding ... days of trial when such things as 
a broken window and shattered fenders kept youth from the 
warm hearth-side ... days of mutual joy in some small vic-
tory, a fixed kite or a painted house ... 
Other thoughts too ... thoughts, oaths and thoughts of 
things wished unsaid, like wishing to take a felt eraser over 
the past twelve hours. 
The youth turns onto a side street now. The snow is just 
as white here and the images come easier ... thoughts of 
Marlene dressed in a white formal and singing sweet in the 
choir. Fond memories of first meeting and when you dropped 
your cigarette ashes over her coat .. . funny how the most 
suave become· a mass of nerves around someone like that. 
Meetings . . . hilarious times and quiet reveries- a trip 
to the country playhouse and dinner afterwards- a plan that 
failed when Marlene called at the last moment to say she was 
sick and that she'd invite you over but couldn't risk spreading 
germs . . . memories cluttering the mind and wrenching the 
heart. 
A blue light spread the darkness on the left. A large 
white colonial with a picket fence and "drive around" drive-
way which told so coldly of the difference between Marlene 
and him. There was no doubt, though, he made a go of it-
his father wasn't always right - and besides he loved her. 
His whole body quaked as his heart poured out its tremb-
ling fears- but he lifted the brass knocker which told 
through white oak door that a guest was there. A moment of 
silence, a hand on the knocker to again sound the hello-
when footsteps told of an answer on the way. 
"Oh it's you, Don!" said a voice through the half opened 
doorway- "Marlene isn't home, she went to church with her 
father tonight- mission time- you know." "Ok," said Don 
with a dignified air of quiet defeat, "Tell her I'll see her later." 
Bitterness and remorse swelled within his soul as his 
eyes caught sight of Marlene's white hand on the table in the 
dining room just beyond the bay window but visible from the 
side - bitterness and remorse as he toyed with the small 
white box in his pocket. It was cold, and he slid a little on the 
ice as he faced into the wind. 
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Dylan Thomas: A Memoriam 
The strange gods 
descend 
upon your brow 
my comic poet. 
Spirits of your creativity 
replace 
old gods with new 
destroying porcelain legends 
to create an age. 
Your rusty Autumn hair shakes the trees, 
ruffles staccato whispers 
among the leaves. 
Your fingertips make impressions 
on my soul, 
ashen thoughts alive with warm 
sensations. 
I become rescued from the warmed-over 
Orient of my dreams, 
left to wander on those Buddha mountain tops. 
Do you know this girl hidden beneath 
the trolley car myths so 
aptly surrounding her? 
When you were here, the room was fi lled 
with the odor of the sea 
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and far from the god-like heroes 
a thousand tiny waterfalls 
echo "etern ities" in my ears. 
Now 
decades later 
my gaze is turned toward confetti skies; 
the moon glimmering as it does these nights 
through glazed tree tops 
keeps me in tune with 
the chromatic scale whose theme is derived from 
musings you have word -fluted for all who hear you. 
Was it Charlie Parker or what 
that blew those notes so sweet last night? 
Perhaps it was my comic poet turned glad. 
-Martin Jay 
The Epic of Carbonek 
The snow stole gently to the earth 
And merrily danced in silent mirth 
It clothed the barren branches high 
That reached out to the winter sky. 
The castle rising dark and gray 
Had watched the snow advance all day 
It fell within the icy moat 
And decked the tower with a crystal coat. 
The wind, predicting icy weather 
Joined the snow and then together 
Marched upon the ancient fort 
Therein resided a sleeping court. 
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The king with crown upon his head 
Gave countenance of being dead 
Likewise the knights, and ladies fair 
Reclined at table, couch and chair. 
For long ago in yonder tower 
The evil Balyn did overpower 
The king who now does lie there lame 
By the Holy Spear which Christ was slain. 
Four hundred years did Joseph come 
And lived here till his life was done 
The day he died, that very hour 
He took his son up to the tower. 
The room was filled with mystic light 
Although outside was dark and night 
"Here rests the Grail, the Plate, the Spear 
Guard them till Galahad comes here." 
He died amid the splendor there 
And passed his trust on to his heir 
Who kept the castle, lands and fief 
And guarded the Grail from sinner and thief. 
The kings, in turn, protected the place 
And were rewarded by peace and grace 
Until knave Balyn made the trek: 
Accursed man to Carbonek! 
He killed a worse man in the Hall 
But horror came upon them all 
When sought they Balyn to 'venge the dead 
He dropped his sword, and turned and fled. 
~ 
:1 
\ 
King Pelles in his royal best 
Pursued the knave who killed his guest 
He followed him up to the tower 
lamentations! Accursed hour! 
The sinful knave now flung the door 
Cast his eyes to the chapel floor 
He heard King Pelles drawing near 
And in his lust, he grabbed the Spear. 
"Alas, knave, hark, and drop that sword 
Which longinus did stab Our lord 
Surrender your unholy touch: 
That Spear killed Him Who loved us much." 
But Balyn, heedless of his word 
Drew the sword and more assured 
He smote the pleading, humble king 
And dropped the contaminated thing. 
The might of God lit up the sky 
And angels sang a dolorous cry 
Below them, where the banquet lay 
The frightened guests began to pray. 
The lightning and the thunder crashed 
And all the countryside was lashed 
The devils conspired with their knaves 
Tore down the tombs, and opened graves. 
Old warriors and kings returned 
Some came from hell with garments burn ed 
And moaned a hideous lament 
Before the dawn, the fort was rent. 
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The sombre silent scene was still, 
No tree or grass was on the hill, 
No birds to sing at that gray dawning 
Because the lands were all in mourning. 
The dead had gone back to their tombs 
But now the sleeping filled the rooms 
Of a battled castle, a ruin, a wreck: 
The once all-sacred Carbonek. 
Dead Balyn lying on the knell 
His soul war carried off to hell 
The lands lie in an endless wake 
To pay for Balyn's grave mistake. 
King Pelles with his orb and crown 
lies maimed, forever stricken down 
His royal court now pays the cost 
For one who is forever lost. 
In silent stillness pass the years 
Dimmed in this wake by angels' tears 
Awaiting for one to reimburse 
Almighty God and lift this curse. 
Awaiting for a knight to ride 
With jeweled Excalibur at his side 
A saint with cross upon his band 
To come and free this barren land. 
The snow stole gently to the earth 
And merrily danced in silent mirth 
It filled the ever watchful wreck: 
The vigi lant Castle Carbonek. 
- Thomas L. Vince 
Love 
Nocturne 
by Thomas Corr 
T HE church' interior had a silence that was almost op-pressive. Still it was relaxing and balm to the heart. The 
door of the confe sional clicked every three or four minutes, 
anonymou feet shuffled, the short queues became shorter, 
and the door clicked again. A dumpy woman stood in line on 
swollen legs. She rubbed and di torted her nose with a cheap 
handkerchief and tinkled her rosary. The confessional door 
clicked open and he went in. Two crew-cut youths thumped 
into a pew and cursorily examined their consciences. They 
ambled into different waiting-lines with different displays of 
virility, impatient to confess their pube cent sins, eager to 
return outside to the darkening night with their bare arms 
tanned below their rolled-up white-cotton leeves. 
Behind t he pure marble of the altar-rail the ascending 
tiers of vigil-lights lighted her face in a mild vermillion and 
brightened her eyes. She turned to the embellished golden 
door of the tabernacle, conscious of the unaccustomed knot 
under her chin that secured a many-hued bandana. The shad-
ows of the twelve apostles, six on each side of the massive 
altar, were outlined for her in the near darkness. They 
watched quietly from the hollows of their little arcades. She 
had doubts and peered up and down the reredos for Thomas. 
Was he at the bottom because he had doubted o much? The 
enamelled feet of the Sacred Heart glowed above her. His 
huge torso stretched beyond the faint borders of light to em-
brace the thickening dark that came down from the cleres-
tory like a strange and unwelcome pall of soot. His sympa-
thetic eyes were hidden. She had told Him, but she still had 
to confess to the new priest, to the young curate. The statue 
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of the Virgin stood to her right. Should she go over and tell 
her? She knows, anyway. The Mother of God . 
. . . A little giggling girl on a hot day in a white veil in 
a May procession. In white shoes that pre sed soft pitch on a 
hot street. 
E:\1-mack-u-lett May-ree 
Are heart· areaw-hun fire 
That ii -dil ·o wonclrus 
Fills all are clee-hee-sir 
She heard the melody when she star ed into the littl e red vigil-
cups with their jerking flames. She had wanted to light one, 
but forgot about it almost immediately after kneeling on the 
marble border of the sanctuary .... A little flat-chested girl 
in a white blouse and a pleated blue uniform in a metallic 
,-oice in a musty school hall. 
'"sier, anything else"? 
" ro, Jean. Thank you ." 
"Yer welcome, 'ster. Aft'noon, 'ster." 
It was getting darker. She rubbed lightly under her eyes, 
the painted sheen of her nails sparkling under the scant light 
and then going out. She brushed imaginary lint from the front 
of her white cambric dres , tucked her handbag under her 
arm and went to confession. 
Click. The dumpy woman came out muttering Hail Marys 
and one of the crew-cut youths went in. There were several 
figures scattered freely about the back pews. They were kneel-
ing irregularly and their silhouettes looked like legless statues 
in a dark and abandoned warehouse. The dumpy woman eased 
herself down, gratefully settling herself on the edge of a pew, 
audibly thanking our Lord and Saviour for His goodness and 
mercy. The young curate's voice rose and penetrated the 
middle door of the confessional followed by the cracking and 
appealing adolescent tones of the crew-cut youth. She was 
next and stood pensively with her weight on one foot, rock-
ing her other gently back and forth on a white high-heel, her 
handbag held at arm's length below her trim waist. She had 
donned her white gloves. 
Click. The crew-cut youth came out poul t iced and 
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amended and r estored. He heaved his light body in to a pew 
and cupped his hands over the sides of his neck, buttres ing 
his head with his tanned forearms. She went in and closed 
t he door and it was dark and hot. She bent her knees to t he 
slender wooden kneeler and looked for the crucifix above the 
screen. It couldn't be seen and she squinted. It couldn't be 
seen. The other crew-cut youth was on the other side and the 
young curate's voice came up again. 
"All right, now-" 
She held her handbag t ightly on the arm-rest and dr ew 
up her bosom nervou ly until the f ull, cool breath of her sigh 
came through her nostrils and onto her beaded upper lip. The 
panel snapped open and she saw the darkness become slightly 
gray as she listened to a stream of gruffly mumbled Latin . 
"God bless you." 
Th young curate's voice was abrupt and expectant. She 
crossed herself and was chilled when the f elt of her glove 
touched the bare freckled skin below her neck. 
"B-b-bless me, Father, for I have sinned, I-I-." She 
had to pause. Her tightened lips emitted a hrill cough. 
"Wh en was your last confession?" 
"Six months and - two or three weeks ago, Father, I- I'm 
not sure." 
The young curate sighed and shifted in h is box from one 
ascetic position to another. "You should come to confession 
more often. Belong to this parish?" 
"Yes, Father." 
"All right, now, begin your confession." 
She could see the cut of his profile now. He was looking 
at nothing ahead and listening. 
"I- I missed Sunday Mass, Father." 
"Urn. How many t imes?" 
"Six, Father . Also on Ascen ion Thursday." 
The profile leaned toward her. "Any special reason for 
missing so often ?" 
He sounded confiding and she let herself relax, speaking 
in an eager, clipped whisper . 
"Well, y- you see, F ather , I'm in t raining to be a nurse 
and some Saturdays I have duty f rom eight at night to eight 
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the next morning and the chapel is at the other end of the 
campus and I'm usually too dead to make the trip." 
"Anything else?" 
"I-I didn't make my Easter duty, Father." 
"Urn. Anything else?" 
She felt thrilled and sick in the pit of her stomach and 
clutched her bag with her white gloves. She could now see 
the Corpus of Christ re\'ealing itself in patches of ilver, a 
lighter shade of darkness. She hook her head impatiently 
and felt her throat tighten and tears ting her eye . She 
didn't break down. She had had enough of breaking down. 
She let her cheeks get generously and quietly wet and ·poke 
in a firm, almost proud, whisper. 
"I've been going with a married man, Father." 
The young curate raised hi head and troked his chin. 
"For how long?" 
"For almost a year?" 
She was pleasantly surpri eel by hi questions. They had 
a oft immediacy. 
"Urn. What was your relationship?" 
"I was intimate with him, Father, for four months." 
The young curate kept staring traight ahead. 
"Is he Catholic?" 
" o, Father." She caught a quick, broken breath and 
spoke wistfully. "I'm not going with him anymore." 
"Well, that's something," exhaled the young curate. "You 
don't intend to resume with him?" 
Her hand dried an itching tear- tained cheek. Her white-
gloved fingers were damp. " o, Father. He's gone back to his 
wife." 
The young curate assumed a quiet animation and raised 
his voice. It was consoling. She wondered how he knew and 
understood and she was glad. 
"Well, now, you must thank our dear Lord for bringing 
you back to Him. You're very sorry, aren't you?" 
Her forehead was bent and lightly touched her handbag. 
She was at once sick and proud. A tremor rippled through her 
body but didn't affect her voice. She rather found a strength 
unknown to her before. She didn't care. She made her voice 
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perfectly di tinct, lifting her bosom and panting with de per-
ate gladness. 
"Father, I'm going to haYe a baby." 
The young curate sat with his head bowed. His tone wa~ 
soft, familiar, unaffected. "Does anyone know?" 
"No, Father." 
"Are you frightened?" 
"Yes, Father." 
"How old are you?" 
"Nineteen, Father." 
"This man, you're still in love with him?" 
"I don't know, Father. It seem so long ago." 
The profile sat back and emitted a igh that curiously 
mingled impatience with love and sympathy with pain. 
"My dear girl, what have you clone to your elf?" 
She felt her tears starting again. Her full, reel lips qui\·-
ered in the darkness and she looked above her at the silver 
patch that was the breast of the Saviour. His face stayed 
hidden. The young curate resumed in a way that hinted of 
emotion. 
"What kind of life is ahead of you? What kind of life is 
ahead of your child? My dear, this fruit of your mistaken 
love will twist and torture you both. Do you really know what 
love is? Do you?" 
He heard her stifled weeping and didn't expect her to 
answer. He thought of girls in trouble with their passion 
grown cold. Whether this one was luckier than some of the 
others, he didn't know. True, her penance was falling on her 
like an axe and leaving her to the mercy of life. And the axe 
had to be laid to the roots, which wa painful. But she seemed 
to have learned and was sorry. The young curate realized he 
was dealing with a person who had started to change the 
moment she stepped into the confessional. He breathed a 
silent prayer for this change. 
"Was it your trouble that made you come to confession?" 
Her wet face glistened in the dark. "Thi other boy I'\·e 
been going out with - I told him I'd been away. But he doesn't 
know about it. He said he'd come with me tonight. He's out-
side. I wouldn't 've made it alone." 
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"Oh, I don't know. The power of God is very great. \Vhat 
about this boy? He seems to have a good influence on you ." 
She dropped her eyes sadly. "He's Yery nice and ha asked 
me to marry him." 
The young curate leaned to her again . "What will he . ay 
when he finds out?" 
"I don't know, Father," she said, shaking her head as 
though to be rid of all its confusion. "I don't know." 
"If he still loves you," said the young curate, pressing his 
palms together and touching his lips, "cheri h his love. You're 
going to need it. All you can get. You and your little one." 
She didn't answer. 
"You've sinned against your God," the younO' curate con-
tinued, "but in His loving mercy He's forgiven your sin. And 
He's given you something else. Do you know what that is?" 
She didn't answer. 
"He's made you a mother," the young curate continued, 
with what seemed as soft irony, "Oh, I know people will look 
on your pregnancy with particular repugnance. Perhaps 
they're right. You've done something that is sinful and shame-
ful but I think you realize that now. But, my dear girl, when 
we've stigmatized you with every name we can think of, what 
is left for us? And the little one- what are we to think of 
him? You're going to be a mother, a giver and nourisher of 
life. You will bring forth a kicking, squalling little child with 
an immortal soul like yours and mine, whom God loYes like 
you and me, and whom He wants in Heaven some day like you 
and me. Love your child, my dear, and love yourself as a 
mother. Though none of us may be proud of you, at least be 
proud of yourself as a mother. Love your elf as a mother." 
Her body was trembling but the tillness of the confes-
ional spoke to her and she was qu iet. The young curate 
breathed wearily. 
"Before I can give you ab olution, I want you to resolve 
never to take up with this man again. He may not be finished 
with you." 
" o, I'll never take up with h im again." 
"All r ight, now, since your real penance is already with 
you and will be with yo u for life, I ask yo u now to say one 
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Hail :i\Iary and make a good act of contrition." 
The mumbled, matter-of-fact Latin began again and she 
dreamily whispered her penance. Her breast swelled with hap-
piness and the tears started to cake on her cheeks. She mused 
in the darknes . I am a mother, I am a mother ... . A fright-
ened little girl at her first confe sion peeking over the arm-
rest with big, frigtened eyes. 
"Now, dear, you're not going to hi t your little brothe r 
any more, are you "? 
".:'\' o-no, Fath er." 
"All righ t , dear. F or your penance, now, say one Hail ::'>1ary 
a nd gay th e Act of ontrition. 0 my God .... " 
"Ohmy God, 1 a m hard-el-cc sah-ree .... " 
" . . . to confess my sins, to do penance, and to amend my life. 
Amen." 
The profile leaned over one last time. "Go in peace and 
may God always be with you. And, if you need help, come to 
us at the rectory, my dear. Ask for Father Maloy or me. 
P lease let us help." 
"Yes, Father." It was a grateful murmur. 
The little door snapped shut. 
She was the last penitent for the evening. The young 
curate sat for a moment in his sweat-soaked soutane, his spirit 
heavy again after forgiving through Christ the recurring 
lapses of mankind . He unhooked his neck-piece and put his 
two-ply celluloid collar in his lap, skimming with his thumb 
its inside filmy layer of dirt and weat. Sweat and sin . Sorrow 
and sin. Sweat and sorrow. Dirt, sorrow, sweat, life, mothe1· 
... well, let's go oYer to the rectory. He boosted him elf up, 
opened the wooden door and went out into the clark church. 
One person left kneeling before the darkened Virgin. Virgin, 
sweat, life, mother. He knelt for a brief prayer and went out 
into the lighted vestibule, twirling his moist circle of a collar. 
"Evening, Father." 
He looked at a freckled youth of twenty or twenty-one 
who smiled and stood loosely with his hand in the coat 
pockets of a tan palm-beach suit. 
"Evening," replied the young curate, running his finger 
over the inside collar of h is soutane. "Little warm." 
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"You ·aid it," smiled the boy. 
He was unsullied . A spotless Knight-Templar. The young 
curate gripped the twisted iron handle of the heavy vestibule 
door a little firmer than usual and walked out into the night. 
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I don't know how this thing was planned, 
Whether by fate or by design, 
But quietly I took your hand 
And gently covered it with mine. 
In Spring, we never walked by brooks 
Or wandered under moonlit sky, 
W e never live d as folks in books, 
We simply loved, and cared not why. 
-John Smith, Ill 
Angoisse 
by Charles A. Kelbley 
"How far high failure overleaps the bounds of low success." 
- Sir Lewis Morris 
T HIS is the story of a man's oul. At lea. tit is an attempted 
description of the psychological character of a man' soul 
at one "tage in his life. His name is unimportant, as is his 
place of residence and general background. The importance of 
our encounter lives on in what he told me about himself. In a 
way it was tragic. But first, I suppose I should relate some-
thing about our chance meeting on a hain, late Ia t Decem-
ber. A · we both had nothing to read (like being b·anded on 
the Sahara Desert without provisions), we were thrown back 
upon our own resourc s. I must confess I wasn't adequately 
prepared for eight hours of com·ersation- especially about 
serious things- since, from all indications, my companion 
was an intellectual type- whatever that may mean to you. 
As I said before, what he related to me about himself and 
his experiences was tragic and even a horror to him. I had 
never experienced the kind and degree of mental anguish that 
he apparently was undergoing, since I had led a rather simple, 
uncomplicated life, sheltered from all the problems and dilem-
mas that reflecting people discover. In short, I had led what 
Socrates called the unexamined life- somewhat of a sham 
existence filled with artificial values- never facing the real 
crise.· of the individual person. If the seventeenth century was 
characterized by the Cogito, ergo sum, the modern man um-
marized his philosophy in the maxim "I think for myself, and 
therefore smoke uch and such a brand of cigarettes." This 
was the extent and value of his thought. 
At any rate, to emerge from the digression, the thing 
that init ially startled me while talking to my companion, was 
the fact that I had never, unti l then, experienced an aware-
ness of real human misery- I mean outs ide of physical pain 
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or meaningle ·s trifle . This man was concerned with life it-
self, in a critica l way that neYer occurred to me. His words 
vividly reminded me of a passage by J . l\Iaritain, which I had 
read several months previous to our encounter. I shall here 
quote it in order to illustrate my exact feeling at the moment. 
We may Jive in the company of man, yet not know the colour 
of his eyes or the individual mystery of his soul. If we are 
asked who he i ·, we reply, my friend, the man who shares my 
amusements or my work. Yet we have not seen his unique 
psycholog ical countenance. 
Our closest friends may seem nothing more than another ob-
ject. We do not suspect the peculiar my tcry contained in each 
man's soul. Of course, since I had just met my companion, I 
was not expected to really know him well. But I reflected that 
there were very few men whom I knew- and then only on 
the surface. Tot that I was supposed to comprehend their very 
soul, becau e that is ineffable and incommunicable. It was just 
that I had known so little about the strivings and conflicts of 
my acquaintance . At this point you probably are accusing me 
of excessive curiosity. That may be true, although I never 
could determine at what point one commits this crime, since 
the intellect has an almost infinite capacity for knowledge, or 
so I imagine. 
I suppose you are wondering what was the tragic element 
in my companion's life. Believe me, I wondered for a long 
time, and in a sen e, I am still perplexed. I even hestitate to 
put it in writing, because you may dismiss it as irrelevant 
and trivial. I suppose I would too, had I not known this man 
for a few hours. Tevertheless, I shall attempt to reconstruct 
part of his conversation as accurately as I am able, although 
I am certain that I am neglecting some important details. 
It was, in a sense, something of a contemporary malady 
-or was it a malady? In a sense, I say, because the learned 
magazines were full of articles which were relative t o h is 
problem. But he didn't agree with the current characterolo-
gists. On the contrary, he maintained, and I am inclined t o 
agree with him, that the problem is a persistent one among 
human beings- although, as t imes change, we are more or 
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less aware of it. He wa Yery well informed- especially in 
the Clas ics, for which I envied him- and cited pertinent 
passages from the works of Cicero, Horae , Augustine, and 
even Spinoza to illu b·ate the persistency of the problem. I 
couldn't begin to define his problem. It would be like asking 
one to define, in a word, existentiali m or phenomenology. At 
be t, all I can do, a I , aid before, i' to reconstruct part of his 
com·ersation as well a I am able. Perhaps you will be able to 
understand my difficulty then. He started in the following 
fashion: 
"I supose that the most fundamental and per istent idea 
that confronts me (and has confronted me since I matured) 
is the deep-down, restless, questioning element in my self-
consciousness- something that is aware of freedom, con-
tingency, and error, aware quite poignantly of the awful 
terror and annihilation. It's odd, but my freedom seem· to pro-
duce dread and fear, because I constantly have to reconcile it 
with my fickleness, because I have to weather the inclinations 
of brute instinct, inconstancy, crises -moral and physical, 
never-ending disappointments, and the over-all demands of 
life. 
"It wasn't as if I could simply say 'On behalf of what 
present do you wish to Ji,·e ?' and then simply carry it out to 
fruition . That was, at best, only an ideal con truct. illy ideas 
of what the pos ·ibilitie" were merely disclosed on what kind 
of battleground my future would be fought for. They served 
no guarantee for actualization. Yet my freedom 1.oas there. 
And amid all the possibilities confronting my mind, nothing 
was produced but anguish- a terrible kind of insoluble con-
fhct. Even if I did make a decision there would not be the con-
tentment present ajtenva1·ds, as is found in 'The Road Not 
Taken.' I ask you, would it make all the difference if I took 
one path rather than the other? Who can tell you? No one 
know·." 
At this point he paused for a short while, either to give 
me time to think over or comment on what he said. But I 
rather suspected that he was organizing his thoughts and so 
I did not interject any comments, other than, "This is inter-
esting, go on." Whereupon he did . 
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"I don't know what kind of college you go to, or what 
kind of experience you have had there. I had four years of it 
-four years of bitter disappointment, most of which had 
been caused uy my own '"eak and feeble power:-;. Oh, I don't 
mean that I'm stupid or dense, for I con ·iclered myself quite 
capable in comparison with the average student. What I do 
mean is that all of my efforts seemed- well, so futi le, con-
tingent, or you might say that what I accomplished was infini-
tesimal in comparison to what one might have achieved or 
how much one might have comprehended . There was neYer an 
occasion, for example, when I could sa,\' with certainty that 
tl'e, c, thN(' is the e:sence of Aristotle or Shakespeare. () · 
course e\·en the scholars \'iolently disagr eel on cer ta in inter-
pretations. But thi., I suppose, \vas clue to the peculiar method 
employed by the humanitie, . You are awar e, I suppose, of the 
dis tinction of methods used by the natural sciences and the 
humanities, namely, that the science progress by a manner 
of substitution, whereas philo. ophy or theology progresses by 
a manner of penetrating deeper and deeper into a truth that 
is always there- always would be there. l\1y problem wa to 
make this penetration. But I always encountered that unex-
plained fru tration, contingency. Whenever I felt in such a 
mood I usually walked down to the public library and buried 
my thoughts in the writings of Pater or Burke- something 
to read not for knowledge but just for the s heer enjoyment 
of style- a style of the past which i hard ly remember d or 
respected now. 
"How I longed for someone to confide in, with whom I 
could talk this OYer. But no one was interested. Of course 
there were some who would talk it over with me, profes ors. 
But I didn't know how to approach them . And would they 
understand my position with sympathy- that is, would they 
comprehend my psychologica l status? I hardly believed it. 
For they seemed intent on being involved in their own higher 
ab tractions, as if they were carrying on a dialogue restricted 
on ly to the initiated . They seemed- at lea t to me- to in-
habit thei r own special world, to po se s their own special 
W eltanschauung. And why hou ldn't they? I suppo<;e the~· 
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had every right to do o. But this i only the obver e .·ide of 
the coin. 
"The other side really caused me angui h- those people 
seeking what they call an education. They are a necessary 
encounter in the educational proce s, because, besides the 
natural social nature of man , one is educated en masse- in a 
perpetual dialogue form that of its nature demands communi-
cation and reciprocity. The more articulate ones always seemed 
to be the more succe sful ones. And so it was at my school. 
And that, that was the utter horor of it all. For these men 
and women would, in all probability, maintain their status and 
function throughout their live . They were entirely functional 
and radically progressive- alway demanding changes, re-
forms, and personal satisfaction. They de ired honor and 
honoL where there were no honorable action . They asked 
for merit where there were no meritorious actions- only 
greed, envy, and self-emulation. They tried to impress on their 
milieu and their current educational system, the type of values 
and characteristics that they thought should prevail. And in 
so doing they were totally ignorant of the culture and heri-
tage from which they, and education itself, were derived. 
They merely assumed, without any im·estigation, that they 
were right and that the world should conform to their dic-
tates. Of course this is only another variant of the fallacious 
homomen. v1·a principle. But how could they comprehend this 
when a fellow like Protagoras, from all indications, didn't ?" 
There was another pause. I- not having studied Latin, 
must less ever hearing of Protagoras- was hopeles ly per-
plexed. But since I didn't want to show my ignorance, I didn't 
ask him for any explanations. Shortly, however, I did manage 
to ask him a question: "But just how are you personally in-
\·olved in these crises? Apparently you aren't re ponsible •)r 
implicated. So why should you care or fret about what other 
people do? After all, you have your own life to live. Isn't it 
sufficient to be aware of what's wrong, as long as you yourself 
are not a cause of or implicated in the wrong?" 
"Ah! You have noticed a very significant point. Don't you 
realize that you are humanity, that I am humanity and civili-
zation? In fact, each man is humanity, and equally r espon-
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sible for its preservation. There isn't one soul that doesn't 
help to constitute and characterize civilization. And doesn't 
your Church have a doctrine concerning what they call the 
:\Iystical Body- namely, that each man, each soul has a 
reciprocal effect on all the other souls, or something like that? 
And isn't it true that when the part is injured or injures, the 
whole suffers likewise?" 
"I'm not sure, but I think you're right," I said. I could 
see a vague connection, but since I didn't want to di cuss reli-
gion, I didn't invite further discussion on the point. 
"Yes," he said, "there is something for you to think over. 
Think about your involvement in humanity, you?· relationship 
to every human soul. You'll find that every event, every atti-
tude, philosophy, and ideology has its con equences. What has 
been is the result of what was and prepares that which is to 
come. Look around you and think about it. As for me, I can't 
stop thinking about it, which is the dreadful thing." 
At that moment, de pite the rumble of the train, I 
thought that I heard the haunting Victory Bars from Beetho-
,·en's Fifth, like the long-awaited emeute or emergence of a 
truth, however feebly grasped. Of course I wasn't sure how 
accurate his statements were, but I had to admit that he was 
Yery persuasive. 
(The rc t of Lhc conversation is wanting.) 
f orty 
Forget Tomorrow 
by Thomas J. O'T cole 
T HE now swirled about the dormitory of the little western 
college, but inside the men were warm and excited. It was 
Tuesday evening and many of the students were packing 
their suitcases, others were confirming their flight reserva-
tions, and the general atmosphere was that of anticipation. 
In twenty-four hours the majority of the men would be on 
their way home for the holiday vacation. 
"Hey, Tom," 1att Curran called, "stop over about ten 
tonight. We'll have a little cheer." 
"Right, Matt. I'll look forward to that," Tom Sullivan said 
as he jogged down the hallway and entered his own room. 
Dave Myers looked up from his Shakespeare book and 
gave his roommate a disgusted glance. They had been living 
together for two years. 
"I hope you're going to study," Myers mumbled sarcas-
tically. 
"Hey, don't sweat it man. My grades are good. Beside , 
I know that Shake peare cold. I listened to the recording, 
remember?" Sull iYan assured him. 
Myers made no reply, but continued reading his book. 
Sullivan settled himself at his desk and began riffling through 
some of his notebooks. He leaned back for a moment and 
thought to himself, "Man, I'm really lucky. Good grades, lots 
of friends, no worries, and tomorrow we go on vacation." 
"Where's Peasblos. om?" Myers a ked, interrupting Sul-
livan's thoughts. 
"What are you talking about," SulliYan questioned . 
"In t he play, who said that?" 
"Who cares ?" 
"I thought you knew this stuff," Myer smirked. 
"The prof's not going to ask a stupid question like that 
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on our test. I can outline that pla.\· l.Jackwards and forwards. 
'Where's Peasblossom' ?" Sulli\·an laughed, mocking hi. room-
mate. 
::\Iyers went back to r ading the play and ullivan began 
getting the textbook. and notebooks read~· that he planned to 
take home for the vacation period. He glanced at his watch 
and noticed that it wa almost ten. 
"Well, I'm going oYer to urran': for a while," he said, 
pushing him elf away from the desk. 
"I hope you flunk the test," his roommate said, but re-
signed to the fact that Sullivan probably knew the play well. 
"Sure, . ure," Sullivan mumbled, ignoring his roommat . 
"Bourbon and water, or gin ancl squirt?"' Curran asked 
as ullivan entered. 
"A little gin my friend," Sulli\·an mused. 
"A little gin," Curran repeated . 
For :everal hours the two college seniors sat in Curran's 
room, drinking and laughing about all the good times they had 
had at school. By midnight the fifth of gin was gone. Both 
men lived in Denver, an eight-hour dri\·e from the school, and 
were going home together W ednesclay evening, after classes, 
111 ullivan's car. 
"I hate the idea of having to go to clas. tomorrow," Sul-
livan sighed. 
"Yeh, I know just how you feel," urran sympathized. 
"I have three classes and they're all boring." 
"The only thing I have that's important is a test in 
hakespeare. I wish we were home," SulliYan moaned . 
"Forget tomorrow," Curran suggested. "Let' hit the 
road tonight. We'll be home by the time our classe start in 
the morning." 
"You serious?" Sullivan asked eager!~· . 
"What's there to lose?" 
"Nothing, I gues .. " 
"Great, we'll leave now before we change our minds. I 
can be ready in five minutes, mo t of my things are packed," 
Curran said as he hurried about hi room, getting everything 
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together that he wa. going to take home. 
"All I ha,-e to do i. grab my books, :\Iatt. I packed my 
suitcase this afternoon. Be back in a econd," ulliYan called 
as he went off to his room. 
::.\lyers was down the hall washing up for bed when Sulli-
van came back to the room. He put on his jacket and overcoat, 
put his books in hi briefcase, and was r eady to leave. 
He wanted to say good-bye to his roommate; instead, he 
crib bled out a note : 
DA\' E 
Al\I LEA \'1. 'G FOR HO:\IE TO:\ lGHT. ,'EE YOU 
:\FTER TliE HOLIDAYS. HAPPY EASTER. 
TO ::II 
"All et '?" he ask d as he entered Curran's room again. 
"Let's cool it out of here, Tom," Curran . aiel. 
The two students left and plowed through the now to 
Sullivan's car in the parking lot. They put their things in the 
back seat and Sullivan lit a cigarette as he waited for the 
engine to warm up. 
"Well, \\'e're 1·eacly," Sullivan smiled to his friend . 
"Go, man, go," Curran kidd d as he pointed toward the 
highway. 
"Hey, there's Joe," Sullivan said . 
Joe Gunn wa Curran's roommat , and \\'a · walking back 
from his girl friend's house. Sullivan rolled do\\'n the window 
and called to him. 
"Where you two going?" Gunn began. "\Vhy, you're both 
drunk," he said, poking his head in the \Yinclow. 
"Vv'e're on our way home," Curran beamed. 
"See you after the holiday ," Sulli ,-an said as he drove ofL 
Gunn was quite concerned and went straight to Myers' 
room to tell him what had happened. 
"Say Dave," he aiel entering the room, "Sullivan and 
Curran just left for home." 
"Yeh, so I found out. I just got back a minute ago and 
found thi note," holding Sullivan's note out for Gunn to read. 
"I g uess they don't want to wait for . . . " 
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"They're both drunk as hoot owls you know," Gunn in-
terrupted. 
"You pulling my leg?" l't'lyer · asked . 
" o, I'm serious ." 
"They're nuts!'' 
"You got a car, don't you Dave?" 
"Yes, I do." 
"What do you say we go after them," Gunn suggested. 
Myers pulled on his coat and the two of them went out 
to 1yers' car. They drove onto the icy highway and headed 
in the direction of Denver, hoping to catch up with Sullivan's 
car. 
"Come on, Dave," Gunn urged. 
"Can't go much faster, we'll skid all oYer the road," 
Myers said. 
Myers pushed down on the accelerator until they were 
doing forty miles per hour. They were ten miles from school 
when .. . 
"What's up ahead," Myers asked, trying to wipe some 
of the frost ofi the inside of the wind hield. 
"I don't know exactly," Gunn answered, "but there's a 
lot of red fta hers ." 
Another half a mile and Myers came to a stop behind 
three State Highway Patrol cruisers. Myers and Gunn hopped 
out of the car and ran up to where the patrolmen were gath-
ered. 
Neither one of the students had to ask what had hap-
pened; they saw Sullivan's car twisted around a huge tree 
beside the road. 
"How are they?" Gunn asked one of the patrolmen. 
"You two know who they were?" the patrolman asked . 
"Yeh, they're our friends from the college," Gunn said. 
"Officer, what do you mean 'know who they were'?" 
1yers questioned . 
"I'm sorry fellas," the officer said, putting his hands on 
their shoulders. " Teither one of the boys will be returning to 
college." 
Gunn walked toward the wreck, but Myers turned and 
headed back to his car. He felt sick, tears began to stream 
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down his face, there was a lump in his throat, his stomach 
felt like it was tied in a knot, and he could feel the unnaturally 
heavy beating of his heart. 
A few more seconds and he began crying. Unrestrained 
the tears rolled down his cheeks. As he reached his car he 
leaned on the front fender- obbing. 
"Oh, God! Why? They had so much to li\'e for!" he said 
to himself. 
He walked to the car door and opened it, wiping away 
the tears with his other hand. He paused momentarily, made 
the sign of the Cross, looked up in to the darkened sky, and 
with the words pulling at his heart, said, "Happy Easter, 
fellas ." 
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